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of his childish heart he may have believed his mother's feverishly
reiterated assurances that Daddy would do something. Daddy was
an awe-inspiring figure to three years old. But not, alas, to any-
one else, A myopic, rotund, little civilian clerk his appearance as
the flames at last forced him to break cover was anything but heroic:
it was small wonder that it was greeted with a gale of ferocious
laughter from men born and trained as fighters and now drunk with
blood-lust and fanaticism. Which his inexpert handling of an old-
fashioned pistol did little to mitigate.

M Aie, du$adar-ji" cried a mocking voice as a native sergeant leapt
suddenly on" to the verandah. " Have a care! The piglet may bite
thee."

'* Bah! Am I not equal to ten of the accursed English even when
they are proper men and not as------"

He stopped abruptly, a look of stupid surprise on his face. For
,the little man, with a courage of which even the most unlikely
Englishmen seem to have a reserve in emergency, had pulled the
trigger. He may have shut his eyes as he did so, but he did pull
the trigger: and a heavy, leaden bullet cut short and for ever the
duffadar's boasting.

An instant's terrible silence followed the shattering report, to be
broken by a howl of bestial fury. A huge sepoy raced up the
verandah steps and with one savage thrust of his bayonet pinned
the little man to the wall as he fumbled feebly to reload. So power-
ful was the thrust that the sepoy could not withdraw his rifle and,
after an impatient tug or two, left it there, a gigantic pin skewering
a feeble writhing butterfly to the killing-board: and turned on the
woman. With one jerk he wrenched the baby from her arms, hurled
it over the rail.

" Here is tender meat for thy skewers."

Half a dozen bayonets were raised, but by some miracle the
hurtling body evaded them all, fell on the hard-beaten earth of the
compound where it lay, its tiny limbs jerking spasmodically.
Instantly the disappointed bayonets were at work, pitching it into
the air, catching it, tossing it up again, till nothing was left but
a sodden shapeless bundle abandoned in favour of better sport.

The little boy, mad with terror, had broken from his mother and
was racing madly round and round, the sepoy, hooting with laughter,
in hot pursuit. The child tripped and fell. The sepoy caught him
by the ankles, whirled him round like a flail, dashed his head against
the?house wall where it shattered like an egg-shell, whose ghastly
yoke trickled down the dingy plaster. The mother shrieked once
and again, horrible, searing shrieks of agony, then burst into wild
peals of laughter more horrible far than the shrieks. Those few